!
3
!
:

z =

L

S

AN OLD ENGINEER'S STORY || Sty ———_

!

BY JOHN A. HILL

‘Don’t you know?”’

IN THE summer, fall and early win- over and started the pump, and said:

tér of i863 I was tossing chips info |°

an old Hinckley insider up in New
Fugiand for an enginecer by the name
of James Dillon. Dillon was considered |
as good @ man as thers was on the
road; carveful, “yet fearless; kind-
hearted, yet impulsive: a man whose
friends would fight for him and whose
encmies hatied hhm right royaliy.
Dilion took a great notion to me
1 loved him as a father; the fac

and
t of the

matter i3 he was more of a father to
me than I had at home, for my father
fused to he comforted when 1 tovk
te roili «vung and 1 could not see him
nore than O or three Ltipes a year at
the most—=0 when I wanted advice I
went w Jim

I was a young fellow theu, and being
vithout a home at either end of the
ran, was likely to drop into pitfalls.
Dillon saw this long before | did. Bes
fore I had bes i him Yhree months

he wild me one ming in, that
It was inst his ; iples to teach
eom ranming to a young man

.l~ likely to turn eut a drunkard
H

|

LMW \o sir.

irjea
“Then you stay and I'll change,” said

hP with a determined lopok, and leaned

I have not the slightest

nur of the window and said no more al’

the way in.

I dn not go home “’ldl day. I cieaneld
the “Roger William™ from the top of
that n‘.:«umam of sheegtiron known as o
wWood burner stack to the back casting
on the tank, and tried to think whai
I had+done wreng, or not done -at all,
to incur such displeasure from Dillon.
He was in bed when ¥ went to the
house that _evening, and I did not see
him until breakfast. He was in his
usual spirits there, but on the way to
the station and all day loeng he did not
speak to me. He noticed the exira
cleaning, and carefully avoided tar-
nishing any of the eab fittings; but
the awful quiet! I could hardly bear
it, and was "half sick at the trouble
the cause of which I could not undey-
jstand. I thought that if the patched
hl)] had anvihing to de with it, Christ-
mas merning would clear it up.

Our return trip was the night ex-

press, leaving the terminug at

As usual, that night I got the engine
out, oiled, switched out the ears and
| took the train to the station, trimmed
my =ignals and headlight, and was all
ready for Jim to pull out. Nine
j ¢’clock came, and no Jim. At 9:10 T

{ &t 10:45, instead of an engineer,

| til further

5

sent to his boarding

house. . He had
not been there. He did not com L
leaving time—he did net come at

i0o the
and

At 10 o'clock
engine house

conducior sent
another

“nginee
a fire-
ith arders for John Alex
1o runr the *Reger William"”
orders. 1 never fired a 10-

man came, w
ander

'comotive igain
T went over that road the saddest-
hearted man that ever made a maiden

| —but it was su

or ga and disgrace the profes-
&io he added that I had better
pa my duds and come up to his
hon ind et “mother” take care of
n FLw 1L,
Was npot ‘a guest th I paid my
) il board just as 1 shouid
! ad anywhere else, but 1 had all |
the comforts of a home, and enjoyed a
h td Gdvantages that money col
bu) told Mrs. Diilon all
treubles, a found kindl: y
1l advic she encouraged me ally
,“nn,.xm . mended my shirts and
th when i
I3 ie of a h 1 felt
' th amil Mrs. Dillou
" and blessed lucky siars
that | had feund them
Dillon bad run a good many years
i s heartily th of it, and he |
aeldgm passed a nice farm that he did
call my attention te it, saying: |
Jack, now there's comfort; you just
ait a couple of years—I've got my
) on the slickest little place just on{
ige of M . that T am saving
v pile y buy I'll give vou the
Roger William one of these days, Jack,
ay good evening to grief me and
0 will - take "hink of
- ping till 8 1 poor
gleamers, Jack, no poo inrers!
And he would reach over and give my

!

trip. I hoped there
tidings of Jim at

would be
home—there were
none. I can never forget the blow it
was to “mother”: how she
on account of her children—bnt oh

that sad face! Christmas came, and
with it the daughter. and then there
were two 'wh-qd of one—the u..\ was

frantic the st day

bles the

, and playing mar-

Christmas
It was from

day there came a letter.
brief and cold enough
h a comfort to "moth-

er.,” It was directed to Mary J. Dil-
ion and bore the New York postmark.
It read:

“Unele Sam is in need of men, and
'vh Se W h-\ lose with Venus may wi
| with Mare. Inclosed papers you will
know best what to do with. Be . a

|

ead a gentle Juek as 1 tried to [H“']!<
a carve to a front ¢orner with
thoge Hinkleys were powerful
water
In Ln;fuh's‘ househoid there was a
yetem” of fi .t.-,:,v anagement, He
V8 gave h s wife just half of what
he earned kept ten dollars for his own
s during the month, out of
h bhe clothed himself, and put the
mainder in the bank. It was before
the days of high ages, however, and!

this frugal management, the
i gZrow 1pidly.

in which they
half “mother” had
1sehold expenses and
ind two children

school. The

1d a girl of some 16 years, wasl| .
LW At norm s hool azwl the boy
b 13 o §, was at 1| going to
the publie school and wea 1‘1; out more
clothes than all the rest of the famil)
Dillon told me that the had agres
the f lan follc g i he
ar marriage, and he
sed 1« he life of
mothe
< H oW and
! a 'tmx! ] 2y
» me, as we walks “No cream

e this

|('
unususalily

Plum duff and
- i o

Jask."" If

Say:

fried chicks for

1 that he
v in the
was h
3 fast
my banker, and |
1 dollar I had
ask her for it, and tell what I

vere

nted it for, and all

Aloug late in November Jim had to

wake an extra one night another

ng which left me at home alone !

with mothe and the bov—-I had|!

geety the girl—and after swear-|

ing e to be both deal, damb and blind.

“mether”  told a secret For ten
areg she had been zaving

money out
allewance, until the amount nos

i nearly 22.000

5 life ambition to « and
¢ had the matter ula
hel her Of course 1 we ad
hecls into the } it once
¢ i o n M
1 the deed for a Christinas
Ji mu even §

ings, and no one ever knew what she

I buy s=ome | bore. Her face was a little sadder

t me | and sweeter, her hair a little whiter—

pick ont pu ) Why, bless ! that was aBl.

o “ h ouldi bu he"d I am not a bit superstitious—don't
ut « r things 1 d believe in- signs or presentiments or

! J S sed and 1d  at | pre-nothings—but when I went to get

0 my pay on Dec. 14, 1866, it gave > a
We went straight to the bank where | Jittle start to find in i ta bill bes 13

] kept his money, asked | the chromo of the Goddess of Lil ¥
dent and let him into §he .| with the little three-cornered i e of
Would he take $2.100 out of J s money | court plaster that Dillon had put on
unbeknow to Jim, and payv the windpipe. 1 got rid of it at once,
ance of the price of the farm oy gald nothing to “mother” about
* her” had? but I kept thinking of it and seeing |
No. he would i nould 1 the next day and night {

vance the mone) 1
the deeds seéint to

price—that was fi

hatcehed
nanged off with the re

Every eve
f t project to)
other” and 1
conversations, |
ved that, if I
he would bf

was on- Dee, 14, |
I banked my |
Jim, aaj

to that dear |
{

and

his bhalf

- "‘81 d beiter put that "un in
spitel,” observed Jim, as he came |
ragged -1‘410“&!?' bhil} “Goddess
llbuxu\' pietty near got her throat |
. guess fomé rel) has had hold |
he continued, as he held up{
Then laying it down he took |

the biil.
out hie= pocketbook and cut off a little |

three-cornered strip of pink cour rt
plaster and made repairs on the bill. |
“Mother” pocketed her money xrecd—‘

{ bank.

| James Dillon,

| the parcel

| The right
|a

{ around the

mother to the

of them

children—you have three
JAMES DILLON.”

rscored t

He unde he three—he was a

some |

braced up |

him? Why, his hand goes there by fn- Ot fUQJ} in S OI l (‘ 0 a !

stinet—~just as an ambulance surgeon
will fecl for the heart of the boy with
a broken leg.
I asked the stranger 1o “‘give her a
whirl,” and noticed with what eager
Joy he took hold of her. 1 alse observed
with surprise that he seemed to know
all about “four-mile-hill,”” where niost
new men got ssiek. He caught me
looking at his faece, and twuching the
gcar remwarked: “A litle love 1ap, with
the complimentg of Wade Hampion's
men.” We talked on a geod many sub-
jects and gol preity well acquainted
before we were over the division, but
at lust we seemed talked ount. ¥
“Where doeg Dillon's folks live
asked the stranger,
time.
M———"sald .
He nearly jumped
I thought it was LO\l-'n
"\10\04 o M-
“What for?”
“Own a farm there.”
', wnarried

now "
alter a |

slowly,

ihe box. “M-2

again?

thought oo much of Jim for

ir—what became of the young man
that they—er—adopted?”

“Lives with 'em yet.”

“So
Just then struck the suburbs of
M-———, and, as we passed the ceme-
tery I pointed to a high shaft and said:
lnln- mo ent.”

“Why, h
“Killed at ¥
up monument.”

He shaded 'his eyes with his hands
and peered through the moonlight for

ve Forks. Widow put

ver,” was all he said.

that he go home with me,
Black Maria to the
street cars for
and then walked.
feet at the door 1 said:
see, 1 did not hear your

I insisted
Ed took the
ad we took the

house

end-of the line
i we cleared our
“Let
name?
“James,”

Al A

i
|

! said he, “Mr. James.” i
{ I opened the ritting room door and 3
| ushered the stranger in. c.
| “Well, boys,” said *“mother,” slowly :
| getting up from before the fire and :

Irurriedly taking a few extra stitches in
| her Kknitting beurn' la\mg it _down to |
look up at us, “you're early.’

She looked up, not ten fee rom the |
stranger, as he took off his yuched
hat and brushed back the white hair.
In another mjinute her arms were |
around his meck and she was murmur- |
ing, “James” in his ear, and 1, like a |
dumb fool, wondered whe told her his
name. i
| “Well, to make a iong story short, it |
| was James Dillon himself, and the |
! daughter came up and Ed came, and
between the three they nearly smoth-

Imagine a heater that will produce j as much heat from

tons of soft eoal (or even slack) as any hard coal ll‘.x’l r does with

mystery to me. Poor “mother’”! She | . .. e

S | ered the old fellow. . i +) s

P e e Ee B Py .5 : one ton of expensive hard coal. Imagine the saving—stop to thin
;t»'nl(i”\- : utl'l(;’t; \ ]f;d ‘.].0",'1;‘1, SRR ‘f"f“ > | You may think it furny he didn’t| i s ) : ] : y x gliat Sy ik
ead was affecied.” ‘Ihe papers with | gngw me, but don’t forget that T had bow guick this kind of a heater would actually pay f
the letter were a will, leaving her all. | been running for three years—that

and a power of atiworney allowing her
to dispose of or use the
- 22 o
Not a line of
love for that faithful heart
asked only

se,

money in the

that lived

fma® was a‘day of fasting
Many
advertiseme
e néever got a w
and Uncle Sam's army
to hunt in. We were a

ver for us

many

but w

printed,

was too t

endearment or |
for love, and cared |
letters did | ;

were |
rd from |

Imagine a heater burning soft ceal or slack, and
:~Illvk‘ N

It 1s & fact though, that any fuel

| takes the fresh off a fellow; then when
I had the typhoid my hair laid off
and was never reinstaied, and when I
got well the whiskers—that had always |
efused to grow—came on with a rush |
! and they were red. And again, 1 had |
tried to switch with an old heok-motion |
the night and forgot to take out the |
starting bar, and she threw it at me;
kunocking out some and taking|
| it altogether I was a changed man.
1 “Where's John?" he said finally.

no s¢of, no gas. It sounds Loo ;_‘uu',l to be true, doe

used in this wonderful, remark

able

heater, cokes any and all kinds of fuel and reduees it to a fine

ash.

That Is What the Buck’s Hot Blast Will De.

whit

Credit
IS

teeth:

riged f Iy: quieter and more “Here.” said I The Buck’s Hot Blast is built on scientifie principles does
tender of one another's feelings., but| s : ! : & . 1 )
changed- o | ‘\‘ ' not permit the 88 per'cent of gas and smoke in sofi

the fall of 64

rung around and 1

they changed th
was booked to rui

into M——. Ed, the boyv, was ﬁrihg for
me, There was reason why ‘“‘moth-
er” should stay Boston, and

moved out to the little farm. Thd

“mother’
meec

who was a second
used to come down to
with the
to her:
sweetness I becam:

daughter,
}‘.. o
us at the station
I talked “sweet”
tain point in the
x" um l

Along in May, '65, “mother” got a
package from Washington. It con-
tained a tintype of herself; a card
with a hole o it (made evidently by
having been forced over
which was her
dress in town;: thén there was a ring
and a and on the blade of the
gaber was etched, “Presented to Lieu-
tenant James Dillon for bravery on
the field of battle.” At the bottom of

was a note in a strange

ply:  “Found on the
Lieutena: Dillon
Five Forks."”
“mother’!
n. and

She

saber,

hend,

kody

battle
Poor

gayving =i

Her
again
never told her

the scaldi
suffer-

g
tears fell.

the night of the 16th I was oiling
around my Black Maria to take out a

locgl leaving our western terminus just
after dark, when a tall; slim old gen-
> gnppod up to me and asked

was the engineer. 1 don't
president,

SUppos
Jooked like the
i held np my torch so 1 could see
i pretty tough looking face.
mustache was one of that
kind, re

face—a
wh
military

on the right and left flank of the mus-
tache proper He wore glasses, and
one of the lights was ground

cheek

bone was crushed

i & red scar extended across the aye
cheek; the scar looked biue
*od line because of the

and

cold.
“Y used to be an engineer before the
war." said he I‘-» veu go to Boston?'
“No, to \lu -
“M—~——! 1 thought that was on a

branch."”
“It is, but i= now an important manu-
facturing peint, with regular trains

froms there to each end of the main
line,”
“When can T get to Boston?”

“Not until Monday now; we run no
through Sunday trains. You can go
to M—— with me tonight, and catch

lly. and before an hour I had that very |a. local to Boston in the morning,”

bill in my pockel to pay the recording
fres in the court house at M

The uext day Jim wanted teo use
more money than he had in his pocket,
and asked me to lend him a dollar. As
1 opened my wailet 1o oblige him that
patched bili showed up. Jim put his
finger on i, and then turning me
round toward him. he said: “How
came you by that?”

I turned red—I know I qdid—but I
said, ces) enough: * ‘Mother’ gave it
to me in change.” 4

“That's & H&" he said, and turned
away. -

The mnext day we were more than
two-thirds of the way home before he
spoke; then, as I straightened up afi-
er g fire, he said: “John Alexander,
when we get in, you g0 to Aleck (the
foreman) anﬁ get charnged to some
othér ey

Thers 'l'l'l‘meer leok on his face;

1t was : it 'was not sorrow;
it was | locw
man st tlnmeyewdn!d

right, Jlm»](m
but sem i

He thought for a minute and then
said: “Well, yes; guess 1 had better,
How is it for a rTge?

*Gogd; just tell the conductor that I
told you to get on.”

“Thanks: that's clever.s T wused to
know a soldier who used fo run up in
this country,” said the stranger, mus-
ing. "Dillon; that's it, Dillen.”

*I knew him well,” said I,
to hear about him.

H'Queer man,” said and I notieed
he was eyeing me pretty sharp.

*A good engineer.”’

“Perhaps,” said he,

1 coaxed the old veteran to ride on
the engine—the first coal-purner 1 had
had, He seemed more than glad to
beomply. Ed was as black as a negro
and swearing about coal-burners in

eral and this one in particular, and
e 80 much noise with his fire irons
er we started that the old man
mbvnmm behind me, so as to

s mmtmtn‘tbglm
out o
g"fnmw

“I want

horse, and !

yvet at a cer- |

a batton), on |
name and the old ad- |

after the |

heart was |

I confesseq, ‘

inforced with whiskers |

glass. } you

* { gained f

the chivmmey, but burns it up—TURNS 1T

N IN1
: why HNEthE most wonderful heater in the world.
but be popular when it actually pays for itself
P %

are over. -

said; “Joéhn, 1|
once he-
never

hand and
was dear to me

He tock my
all that

cause [ was jealous of you. I
knew how you cams have that|

| money or why, and don't swant to,

give me.”
“That is the first time I

of that.” said “mother.”

“T bad it to buy this farm for vou—a

hristmas presept—if you had waited.” |

said 1.

“That

For- |

ever heard |
TR PTG Y

is the first time I ever heard of |

that said he.
“And you might have been shot,”
said ‘“‘motHer,” getting up close,

“I tried my darndest to be.
why I got promeoted so fast.”
“Oh, James!” and her arms went
{ around his neck again.
|  “And T sent that saber
never intending to come back.”
| “Oh, James, how could you!”
*“Mother, how can you forgivé me?"”
| Mother was still for a minute, look- |
| ing at the fire in the grafe. * l.ums. it'|
is late in life to apply such s, but
is like gold; ours will be better,
now-—the dross has been burned away !
in the fire. I did what I did for love
of yvou and you did what you did f-\!‘;
love of me; let us cormmence to live
again in the old way.” and those arms
of hers could not keep away from him.:
Ed went out with tears in his eyes
and T beckoned the daughter to follow
me. We ‘passed into the parlor, drew
the curtain over the doorway-—and |
there was nothing but that rag be-
tween us and heaven.

That’s

home

myself,

| love

and have had
them 2t the above price

MR v n 3
cad when priees are to e

A few weeks ago we had this speeial and sold them all before day
received a carload of these good Steel Couches and for one
but the kind that sell ail over town for $8.50.

one to a customer only.

WEs over

|i‘.\ nn| » will sell

As usual Freed's are in the

M

o | : 543 Contest

(Denver “ns(.)
That

'nrp\nthi by MeClure, Phillips & Co

Johm B. Burbidge
of the police department is the
father of the young lady
won the range. All the police-

men onsthe

aptain

A correspondent asks for a formula of
coenn JV’n‘
! Theare is none better than the lesson of

the four cellar buttons versus a paper of
collar buttons,
If you wear detachable cuffs, as most
| men de, vou need four colla: buttons,
u two as sleeve buttons.
T are very necessary.
If you have only four you have all yvou
{ used, but you must not lose one,
have a dogen you don't care if
ONe. = . cess wsssssasesss
sequently, you will ]nqn a hutton
few dayvs and take.another from
re of a dozen.
> 'n will soon disappear an 1d then
will get anot r dozen.
hecomes nee ary for y¥ou to have
p t all the time n-

1
wiao

force went to work is the number

help the little =irl to win,

r Range coni
Ings
Ogden.

hard
little lady brought in
clip- to furnish

many of her elippi
came irom
After
work the
the greatest number of

and . .
a trolley party,

friends in Y .
is. 1 town for the

weeks ol

three

informed us that it

range, her
chippings b

pings and won the
total number of
ing 7,571; Adelaide
! 729 E. Fourth South wa
. the man who has the PP e o
several dozen In a vear, ond with 5,781, Affon
ined no more service from 234 C was fhird with ui'
man who has only four 3 2
om his four. s
The rule of the eollar button applies all
|'ﬂo 1z the line of food, drink, clothes,
| comforts and pleasures.

Utabna Park from

> 1
!\1“‘,".

danee afterwards, and they
themselves would be
Lvon, we little il

- - T T
'noand we Knew we hod € PItAs1

Cnjovea

v of just four. see- Beside thi

puti

mildi

Zave every

A
| dozen
; but he
{

| them

sireet, taney poped

of giving 543 little girl

nor have vou eaten all those graceries.
Ts vour cogl bill extravagani?
Consider how many extra collar buttons
are in it
Of course vou don’'t burn collar but-
tons. nor @id you get benefit from gil
that coal
It's » great and luminous rule—that of
the collar buttons,

.-.-—._._"‘.0————-—
A Sport to the Last.
(Buffalo Courier.) 3

“I read in the paper the gther day,
said Tom Dunn. “where a German over
in Hobhoken left $25 in his will to treat
his friends after his fumeral. Of courses
the Germans never did anything that the
Irish could not equal. and so that story
reminded me of another of a Hiberniau
friend of mine. The doetor told him he
only had a few hnt:u-s to live., He calied
ver and ma [ H
e ‘?Tom I' wuyx.t' you to take $10 of me
money g: t ¢ in me wallet and treat mg
palibea T
“It was a touching moment. Sirug-

gling with my_emotions, I said to him.
“ TN do it, Bm\ But shail 1 treat "em

going out or € back =
“ “Pregt ‘em going out.’ says Billy. a
sport to the last. ‘I won't be with your
coming back.'"™ i

! Is vour grocery bill epormous’
| Copsider how many extra cellar huttons
{are in it.

Of course you don't eat coliar buttons,

That is the grand total of our ads that were cul frem the papars in
the Little Buck's Range Contest. The contest ran fer twenty-one
gays, and we know that the little girls worked hard to win, from the
number of bundles that were brought into our store. In our eas!
window the ads have all been thrown, 2nd they make a pile thres
feet in depth, nine feet wide and eleven feet in length; se vou can see
how much interest was taken and how hard the little giris worked to
win.

MISS EDNA D. BURBIDGE,

1st West, Winner of the Bueck Junior!
Range.

242 No!

0 Furnit re& arpetc -

YOUR. CREDIT IS GOOD. |




